University of Dayton

eCommons
The Exponent

Student Produced Media

10-1955

The University of Dayton Exponent, October 1955
University of Dayton

Follow this and additional works at: https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent

Recommended Citation
University of Dayton, "The University of Dayton Exponent, October 1955" (1955). The Exponent. 459.
https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent/459

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Produced Media at eCommons. It has been
accepted for inclusion in The Exponent by an authorized administrator of eCommons. For more information, please
contact mschlangen1@udayton.edu, ecommons@udayton.edu.

ae

EROTTY

OF

AUTUMN 1955

DAY TO

yLai

EXPONENT.
An All-University Literary Quarterly
AUTUMN, 1955
Cae ibu tors
Alfred Arroyo
Jo Carlson

-

-

VOL. 53, NO.6

ee.
The Witch and Her Doll

Mary Jo Slater

Dear Uncle Sam! Please Come Back to Guam!.__Alfred Arroyo

Confessions of a Brunch Eater

Larry Ruff

Diane Cross
Virginia M. Evans

Nelson R. Haas
Asidy: Hirsch

U. D. — Only A Part

Bob Schiller

Between Essays

Andy Hirsch

The Bible in Literature

Virginia M. Evans

fusic: Popular Mi
Misconceptions
Music:
ti

Otto C. ; Schauble, Jr ;

Champion of Humanity

John E. Koehler
Charles Ott, S.M.
Sally Payne

Lucretia Rhodes

Jerome Weis

;

Co-Education — Pro and Con

Lucretia Rhodes

Gregorian Chant
—A History

Sally Payne

How to Saddle a Horse

Diane Cross

aefs
Ll

Otto C. Schauble, Jr.

John J. Schreiber

The Pied Pieper of Sabana Alta

John J. Schreiber

Terry ____________________________________ Thomas Wesselkamper, S.M.

Bob Schiller
oetry

Mary Jo Slater
Jerome Weis

Autumn Evening

Charles Ott, S.M.

The Gift

Diane Cross

Thomas Wesselkamper, S.M.

Nelson R. Haas
Diane Cross

A Walk with God _

3

a

John E. Koehler

The EXPONENT,a literary quarterly, is published in November, January, March and May, in the interests of the students
of The University of Dayton. Manuscripts may be brought or mailed to the Editorial Offices, located in The Activity. Building, on The University of Dayton Campus.

hear

,

cid

-

Entered May 14, 1903, at Dayton, Ohio, as Second-Class matter under the Act of Congress, March 3, 1879. Accepted for
mailing at special rate of postage provided for in Section 1103, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized December 17, 1920. «

The Witch and Her Doll
Witchery and psychology turn out to be sisters under the skin.

Mary Jo Slater

@ In looking into the rituals of
Voodooism, I was surprised to find
how many different rites and ceremonies are a part of this strange
and eerie cult of the native Negroes of Africa and Haiti. The one
which holds the weirdest facination for me and which is most
commonly known is the practice of
witchcraft among these people —a
practice believed in so deeply and
carried out so surely that one
could not be more murderous even
with a bullet or a knife.

Dolls hold a peculiar fascination
for humanity from the cradle to
the grave. In childhood, dolls are
playthings. characters, actors for
the child’s imaginative learning. In
adulthood, dolls become images of
what we believe and love in our
religions, and sometimes they become images of violence, hatred
and death. It is about this latter
group that I now write — the dolls
of evil that are made in secret,
then pierced with needles, or
wound around with scarlet thread
of death, or made of wax to melt
before a fire.
To most people, the witch and
her doll are something from a
story, a legend from the dark and
mysterious past to tell before a dying fire when the moon is full. To
some who practice witchcraft, the

doll is a powerful weapon of vengeance, and to others who only
watch and collect data, the doll is
natural and harmless. It is a real

menace, a potential threat to life
that can be coined into two simple
words — “Induced Autosuggestion.”

The mind can play strange tricks
2

upon its owner and often does. By
“suggestion” in this instance, I refer to the fact that if people keep

telling you that you are nervous
or that you look sick, you are like-

ly to begin feeling that way. When
the germs of suggestion have been
deliberately implanted in your
mind from outside sources, the suggestion has been “induced.” It becomes “autosuggestion” when the
suggestion has taken root and you
begin to generate your own worries and fears; it is “eating on your
nerves,” so to speak. Actually this
is a very common occurrence in
everyday life. Every normal person has had the experience, or
could carry out the process on another. If you constantly nag a
child, telling him how awkward
he is, harping on it, a time may
come when he knocks over a chair
by sheer accident. Now, by taking
advantage of this, and harping
more and more, you may keep him
awkward all his life. This is the
same method used by the witches
and is the reverse of all mental
therapy. This is the essence of
“Black Magic.” When howls and
incantations, superstitions and par-

aphernalia of the jungle are added
you have explained the “Great
Ouanga” or the “Jungle Death
Curse.”

it. This can be either consciously
or subconsciously. In fact, the person who is armed with intellectual
disbelief, scorn, defiance against
the mumbo-jumbo but who subconsciously r@tains fear of these

things, may succumb even more
quickly than the person whose fear
is on the surface. Thirdly, if true
witchcraft operates through the

mind and emotions, it can operate
only functionally, and operate only
on animate, sentient beings. It
cannot move mountains, or even

pebbles.
Dolls are not always used in
this “emotional murder” but very
often some substitute is used, as a
photograph of the intended victim,
a lock of hair. Sometimes some
thing unrelated to the victim is
used. One woman began to waste

away as a meaty bone disintegrates
that had been buried in the soil. A
human mummified hand or one of
ivory ora little knife-like piece of
metal containing nothing more
than the emotional tone of evil and

of death intended may be used.
But as the afore-mentioned corollaries are present, as long as the
fear is great enough, the same results will be obtained.
A typical example of the workings of witchcraft can be seen in

In order to help establish, then,

the story cited by William Sea-

this theory that witchcraft lodges
solely in the mind and emotions,
we must examine some corollaries.
First, the intended victim must
know, i.e., must literally have been
informed of what is being done
against him. Secondly, he must fear

brook, of his searching for understanding of the cult when he trav-

eled in Africa. It seems that a certain white man near Bassam in the
mountain country, a commercial

hunter by trade, had several times
cheated the tribes of the area by

not paying for their services to him.
For some reason or other, the authorities couldn’t convict him, but

they were surprised that he hadn't
been disposed of before by the
natives themselves. However, the
native didn’t intend to let Albrecht
Tellier get away with his cheating.
They were too clever to kill him

outright and be sent to jail themselves for it; they planned to
handle the situation much more
subtly. The author decided to
learn more if he could, and having

been accepted previously by the
tribes, actually managed to see the
“Great Ouanga” taking place. In
this case instead of a doll, the
natives had acquired a corpse from
a neighboring village which they
re-christened with the name of
Tellier. Bits of the intended victim’s hair and nails and his shirt
which had been stolen by his servants were placed on the body and
it was bound tightly and covered
with tar so that it would slowly
disintegrate in the sun, mists, and
rain. The natives carried out a
continuous ceremony, invoking all
their jungle gods and demons,
shouting, dancing and screeching,
singing rhymes of death over and

over as a child would sing a nursery rhyme. Now all this is actually
unimportant insofar as causing the
death of the man, although the

natives deemed it a necessary part
of the whole process. The important point was Mr. Tellier’s knowledge of what was happening. It
began quite simply when one of
his hunters told him that an ouanga
had been put on him and that in
a month he would be dead. Of
course, Tellier scoffed and grew
angry, raged and shouted that no
one could play on him with silly
superstitions. Asking natives that he
thought he could trust, he learned
that this was true and also found

out the ugly details! Soon the other
native servants began falsely to
console him, telling him how sick
he looked, assuring him that he
would soon die, and going more
and more into a description of the
rotting body. It was not long until
he began to feel ill and although
doctors reassured him that he had-

n't been poisoned he became sicker
and sicker. He demanded protections, arrests, but to no avail; for
how could the police arrest anyone
on suspicion of murder when no
murder had been done? His house-

Autumn

keeper, seemingly kind and helpful, kept asking him how his throat
felt and had it begun to “close
yet.” She added a rhythmic and
sinister tapping whenever she came
near him that increased his craze
of fear until finally he died choking
with paralyzing fear —actually a

nervous and functional crack-up
caused by “Induced Autosuggestion.”
As gory and dramatic as the
above sounds, it is all true as stated

by the author, William Seabrook,
from his own experiences in Africa.
It certainly illustrates the power of
a twisted mind filled with fear deliberately planned.
And so you see, even though the
study of Voodooism takes us to

ancient history, it still exists today

and is being practiced in many
areas of the world according to

Mr. Seabrook. He has many more
examples to offer that prove his

point many times over. After reading his accounts, it becomes easy
to believe that witchcraft, instead
of being superstitious nonsense, is

mental therapy reversed, with mystery, horror, and superstition added.

Cvening

CHARLES OTT, S.M.

Jagged piles of painted leaves,
Old gold, green, and red,
Blankets for the tired yellow lawns.
The night comes on—

A cold, deep-blue sky growing in the east,
A rich, milky-white quarter-moon and stars.

A tall, black, naked tree
Shivers in the freezing autumn breeze.
It wants to nestle in the jagged piles

Of rusting leaves.
The frost-bitten western sky blushing
Pink red and orange in the dusk —
It heralds the mournful end of day.

It heralds a night of peace, of rest,
Of whiteness.

er, but I had to choose the one in
the smallest, remotest town called
Sabana Alta.
Being an extrovert, I found myself at home in the first week, ac-

The

cepted by the people in the second
week, and in politics in the third.
It was during the third week

Pied Piper

most rats. Why, everybody will be

We'll get your name all over the
island as the man who knows how

in the town. No, I have to be the
Pied Piper, too.
I heard about the drive on rats,
figured that exterminating all the
rats I had seen would cost a pretty

penny, primed up my sense of civic

Alta

John J. Schreiber

@ When I give birth to an idea,

why can't I have a normal delivery? But no, pop! there’s the idea
and later come the birth pangs.

Six months ago, I tired of television, movies, radio, and the stu-

dents of Mt. Moore High School,

duty, and the next thing you know,

I was sitting in the dusty office of
the Mayor selling him my idea.
“Mayor,” I more or less said,
“Mayor, I have a plan for exterminating rats that will save this community a goodly amount of the
money you intend to pay for poison. I have a sure-fire gimmick for
killing off all your rats at a cost of
only $50. Furthermore, itll be
more fun than a picnic and what
with no rats and plenty of fun,
youll get more votes come next
elections than you ever had_ before.”
The Mayor, a fat, pompous, little
guy, wiped the perspiration off his
shiny face, smiled a gold-studded
smile, stuck his cigar in his mouth,
gulped in three or four puffs of
smoke, deliberately blew it up to
the ceiling, and said, “Well!”
It was a politician’s answer. It
could have meant “Yes,” “Good,”
“Maybe,” or “We'll see.” I put my

own interpretation on the answer
and proceeded to lay my plans before him.

and decided to try a year of teach-

I pulled my chair closer to his

ing outside the country. I came to
Puerto Rico. There were more than
six openings for an English teach-

desk, leaned on the edge of the
termite-eaten top, and began in my
best Fuller-Brush technique to put

4.

effects of rats on the community.
Then we'll offer a money prize of
$50 to the person who catches the

Alta that the Mayor was planning
a big drive on rats; not human
rats, but real, honest-to-goodness,
four-legged, and — Caramba! —
long-tailed rats.

satisfied to be the only Americano

Sabana

him, “We'll make a game out of
the whole thing. We start off in
the school. The kids will draw
posters, write compositions, give
speeches, and dramatize the evil

that word spread around Sabana

Me and my big mouth! I am not

of

the pressure on him. “Look,” I told

out there pitching. We can publish
totals every week. We'll get public-

ity in the San Juan newspapers.

to lead his community. And best of
all, we'll get rid of those pesky
rats.”

The Mayor took a few more
pulls on his cigar, wiped more
sweat from his gleaming face, chased an imaginary fly from his head,
and said, “Well!”
And me, I don’t know when to
run. I said, “Okay, you're on! I'll
get busy right away and you just
watch this town roll!”
That same evening I visited a
few of the teachers. Between sips
of rum and coke, I got them all on
my side in this epic campaign
against rats.

Next day the ball began to roll.
Posters! Every room had at least
ten of them. Compositions! It was
like a write-in-no-more-than-fiftywords-why-you-eat-ice-cream contest. Speeches! These kids down
here are born with eloquence.
They can elocute on anything.
Gads! give them a subject and you
can't shut them up. Within the
week our town was seething with
a feverous hatred for rats.

Then I put up the big announce‘ment for the rat-catching contest.

Right up in the plaza. Everybody
saw it. Everybody talked about it.
We were off to the wars!
We teachers had formed a Rules
Committee. In order to make sure

that everybody could understand
and follow the rules, we made
them as simple as possible.

The contest began September 25
and ended December 1.

The contestants would deliver
not the rats but the tails to me in

my classroom any school day between two-thirty and four o'clock.

The person or organization who
had the most tails by four o'clock
P.M. December 1 would win $50.
The idea of the tails was not

mine. One of the teachers, a pretty little brunette, had daintily demurred to the idea of the kids’
bringing rats to school, even dead
ones. So. she suggested that they

simply cut off the tails of captured
rats and bring them. “After all,”
she said, “rats only have one tail.”
So there were the rules, simple
and_ straightforward.
At three

o'clock I put the poster up in the
plaza andby six there was only
one topic of conversation, RATS.
After my usual supper of rice
and beans and pork chops at the
home of Dona Margarita, I went
to the plaza, sat on one of the
terraza benches and, well, just sat.
Before long, many of the kids of
from school were gathered around
telling me about their plans for
winning the fifty dollars. It was,
“Meester, I catch wan hoondred
r-r-r-ats in wan day!” “Meester, I
ween theese concurso. I am_ best
r-r-r-at catcher in the whole town!”
My favorite pair of kids from
Freshman English, Wigberto and
Mario, were there. Wigberto was
a big hulk of a boy, seventeen years
old, on the mentally slow side, with
a heart as big and soft asa pillow.
Mario was as small as Wigberto
was big and as smart as Wigberto
was slow. I think Mario’s outstanding feature were his eyes. Big and
almond-shaped and brown, those
eyes never rested, always sparkled
- with some idea or mischief. For a
while these two boys stood apart
from the group of enthusiasts but
after about ten minutes they joined
us. Mario, smart little schemer, had
a question. He asked, “Meester, do

baby r-r-r-at tails count, too?”

There were vigorous nods from
those who understood me, and
after the understanding ones explained in Spanish to those who
did not comprehend my English,
everybody was nodding and jabbering about the fact that little rats
grew up to be big rats.

Just about then I spied the
Mayor strolling through the plaza.
I excused myself from my happy
group of students and scurried off
to catch up with the Mayor.

which he was waving above his
head in triumph.
He ceremoniously laid the box
before me and gloated as I counted
his treasure. It totaled up to twen
ty-one tails.
Z
“And to whom do I give credit

for this staggering number of rattanke?: 28 e
on
“To the Porfirio’s Bar Beisbol

Team.”

iy

I fell in step with him and since

This was a chance I didn’t want

he was very uncommunicative ex-

to miss. “Well, well, Jose. This is
wonderful. And what do the mem-

cept for his shiny smile, I began,
“Mister Mayor, this is going to be
the biggest civic success this town
has ever witnessed. With the dedi-

cated cooperation of these innocent
children, we can’t fail. You are going to be the hero of this town. It
will go down in the annals of this

bers of your ball team intend to

dowith the money if you win it?”

“We are going to buy a real

catcher’s glove, a real mask, a new
set of caps, and maybe some bats
and balls.”

community that it was during your

This reply provoked such a rapid

administration that the rats were
exterminated. You will be known
as the man who made this town
safe to live in.”

flow of Spanish from the other kids
that I didn’t catch more than a few
expressions. But I could see that

Actually, I don’t remember all
the rest I told him. But he stopped, looked kindly at me, puffed on
his cigar, chased a cloud of mosquitos that formed above his head,
and said, “Well!”
He turned and crossed the street
to Porfirio’s Bar. I just stood there
and thought, “What a man. He
never wastes a word. I do the work
and he doesn’t interfere. What an
administrator!”

That night I slid under my mosquito net with a feeling of supreme
pride.
The next afternoon the first returns were made.

There were about ten kids who
came in, each with one, two, or
three tails. Things looked good.
Those who had brought in their
tails stayed to see who might prove
to be the best rat-hunter for the

they were sold on the idea that
organized they stood a chance in

this rat race. The lone hunter
could not hope for the $50.

When it was a few minutes before four. I shooed the kids out

and was just locking the door when
down the wooden corridor clumped Mario and Wibgerto.
“We are late?” asked Mario.

“Well, as a matter of fact you

are just in time. You have one
minute to give me whatever tails

you have.”

The two boys dug into their
pockets and pulled out tail after
tail. All counted, they had seventeen.

Wigberto didn’t show any emotion. He just stood there, big and
dumb. You couldn’t tell how this
game affected him. But Mario
couldn’t and wouldn’t stand still.
He kept pestering me with questions which he answered himself.

“Why, of course,” I told him and
the group. “After all, baby rats

day. They all gathered around my

desk —I received the tails in my

Finally I managed to get a word

grow up to be big rats and do as

classroom — when Jose Hernandez

in edgewise and asked him if he

much damage as their parents.”

came bouncing in with a cigar box

represented any organization.|

se

“O si. I and Wigberto here. We
are the organization. We are associados. And,” he looked at me with
mischief in those big, alive eyes
of his, “we are going to win this
championship. Somos la yerba.”
That's an expression which literally means “We are the grass.” It
signifies, “We are tops. We can't
be beat.”
“I don’t know about that, Mario.
You see, most of the other boys
are organizing into teams and if

you and Wigberto don’t get some

helpers, you'll be left way behind.
How can two boys catch as many
rats as ten or twenty?”
But Mario far from fearing

“competition, seemed to welcome
it. He laughed excitedly. His forefinger pointed at me. “You will
see!” He almost sang it. “You will
see! Hah! This Wigberto here and
I, we are not so dumb. We think,
we plan. And we shall have the
rats. Oh, so many rats we shall
have!”
As I left the school, Mario and
Wigberto turned to go in the opposite direction from mine. The
school was on the fringe of the
town. I had a room in the town
proper, but they lived in adjacent
shacks on one of the farms that
bordered the town. As they jogged
along Mario was chanting, “Be
careful little rats, be careful little
rats. Here come Mario and Wigberto!”
In the course of the next few
months, the contest narrowed down
to three organizations. Porfirio’s
Bar Baseball Team held first place
since the beginning of the contest,
Second place was alternately shar-

ed by Farmacia del Carmen and
the “Two Rats” as Wigberto and
Mario had named themselves.
The adults shared in their offsprings enthusiasm. They helped
them catch rats. In fact, it became a reward for good behavior
to receive from the paternal hands
one or two rat tails. Porfirio himself had a standing offer of one

shot of rum to the donator of five
rat tails as long as they brought
them in at one time.

6

This, by the way, didn’t hurt his
business any. The men would gather there in the evenings. Most of
them only had one or two tails.

But they would play dominoes or a
form of Blackjack, using rat tails
for money. The winners would
then gather their spoils, deposit
them in the box on the bar, and

get their drinks. The losers had to

buy drinks or go home thirsty.

One of the other teachers had
taken charge of painting the standings on the big poster permanently erected in the plaza. There was
always a crowd gathered there in
the evenings to see the latest results entered.
As for me, I was feeling as proud
as the kid who shoots the winning

basket just as the buzzer sounds
to end the game.
And I was accepted in the com-

munity like a native son. Anywhere
I went, I was greeted with smiles
from ear to ear. Even the young
maidens cast demure glances my
way in the plaza while they were
taking their evening stroll and I
was sitting on the terraza bench
watching the bevy of beauties pass
by.
~

It was surprising how Mario and
Wigberto, alone, managed to stay
in the competition. They worked

hard at business. They never showed any signs of worry. At least,
Mario didn't. If Wigberto did, he
wouldn't register it on his countenance.
There were a number of squabbles such as the time some kids
from Porfirio’s Bar accused Mario
and Wigberto of going to other
towns where rats were still more
plentiful to do their hunting. Nobody could prove anything and at
the same time, there was strictly
speaking nothing in the rules about

terminated is one less pest to put
up with.” I was growing universal
in my thinking. I was even so rash
as to fondle the idea of organizing
an island-wide contest in the future.

All such ideas were banished forever from the kingdom of my mind
during the last week of the contest.
As you could expect the excitement was high. Since rats in our

town were as hard to come by as
coconuts in Alaska, daily excursions were being organized to other
towns. Well, when the results of

the second-last day were recorded,
it showed the Porfirio’s Baseball
Team with a two-hundred lead on
second place Farmacia del Carmen. Mario and Wigberto were
fifty behind the Farmacia crowd.
On the final day, it seemed that
none of the adults were working
after school let out. Porfirio’s and
Del Carmen each brought in about
fifty more tails and the individuals
from each organization came in
with a tail or two. A portable black

board was set up outside the
school and at each entry, the backers of the team chalked up would
let loose a cheer that was worthy
of Ebbets Field. Mario and Wigberto weren’t to be seen.
The crowd began to settle down

at three-thirty. It looked like a
clean victory for Porfirio’s Bar.
They were still some one hundred
seventy-five tails ahead of Del Carmen. At fifteen minutes to four, the
clamor from the crowd indicated to
us in the school some new source
of excitement. I went to the door
of the corridor and following the

eyes of the crowd, saw Mario and
Wigberto running towards the
school each with a shoe box in his
arms. Everybody was curious to

see the contents of those boxes;

locale. So all three groups began

people crowded around to new-

to invade neighboring barrios and

comers as they frantically pushed

towns to cash in on the more lucra-

their way toward the school. They

tive hunting grounds afforded them

made the entrance when the elec-

in those areas.

tric clock read ten minutes to four.

“After all,” I thought, “they are
catching rats. And every rate ex-

The Counting Committee, organized for the final day and con-

sisting

of

Porfirio

himself,

two

teachers, and a man sent by the
owner of Farmacia del Carmen,

stood by as the two boys placed
the boxes on the desk. Mario,
with trembling hands and short
chuckles, opened them. I just stared. Rat tails. Fresh rat tails. Hundreds of them. But they were all

so tiny. They were from baby rats.

While the Committee was count-

ing, I remembered a_ question.
“Meester, do baby r-r-r-at_ tails

by the original rules which said
nothing about not breeding rats.
Porfirio objected that creating new
rats wasnt exterminating them.
Naturally I had to agree with him,
but I pointed out that since the

kids thought only in terms of collecting tails, you couldn't blame
them for concentrating on only one
idea: get rat tails. Well, these kids
had discovered a method the others hadn't thought of. Besides,
what harm had been done? The
town was rid of its rats, wasn’t it?

count, too?” And my answer, “Why

of course. They grow up and do
as much damage as their parents.”
I grabbed Mario by the arm and
pulled him aside. “Where did you

get those rats?”
He just smiled impishly and said,
“I ween, I ween, I ween!” and
then using some slang I had taught
him, “I am wan smart cookie, no?”
“Look, Mario, tell me the truth.

Did you and Wigberto breed those
rats?”
Mario looked dumb.
What is theese ‘bred’?”

“Breel?

“You know,” I poured out at
him. “Mother and father rats in a
cage and plenty of young ones. Did
you capture rats and keep them
alive to breed these babies?”
Mario looked at me with happiness and pride on his bright face.
“You are smart. You guess right
away. Sure, I get this idea when
the contest start. And Wigberto,
he is a good rat catcher. And he
love the little animals so much. He
take care of them like a mother
and father.”
The Committee finished their
counting and there were four hun-

dred and twenty-seven tails!
Mario and Wigberto were out in
the winners’ spot but Porfirio was
already protesting.

It was finally decided by voting
that the tails would have to count.
The evening when I
town, I expected to be
stead, everybody was
me. They were taking

walked into
lynched. Inlaughing at
the attitude

that these two boys from the country had really put one over on me.
Well, it was better than being tarrer and feathered.
I went to the Mayor's house after
not eating a bite of the usual pork
chop, rice, and beans supper.
The fat rascal was seated on his

porch smoking a fragrant cigar.
Not wishing to waste any time,

I skipped the usual round-about
formalities regularly employed by
Latins. I just bade him a good evening and asked, “When can I get
the fifty dollars?”
He flashed his gold at me and
said, “Well!”
I turned to my_ broken-down
Spanish and asked, “Los Cincuenta

The upshot of the matter is that
I gave the fifty dollars to Wigberto
and Mario the next day with a
little celebration we had after
school. It was fifty I had been sav-

ing to buy a new suit.

But it didn’t hurt at all when I

saw Mario’s eyes as he accepted
his share of the booty. He probably
had never held so much money in
his hands before. And his eyes told
of good things to come.
Mario and _ Wigberto
hung
around after the little crowd of
kids who had witnessed the presentation dispersed.

They wanted to say something

and seemed shy about it. So I put
my arm paternally on each one’s
shoulder and said, “You boys sure-

ly deserve all that money. You

worked hard and have destroyed
many, many rats.”
But neither boy smiled. Mario
twitched nervously and freed him-

self from my arm.
“Meester,” he began and then
faltered.
“Ves? 4 encouraged him. “What
18 ite
-

“You won't get angry?”
“No,” I said. After all, nothing
could be worse than it had been
the past two days.
“Well, then I tell you. Wigberto,

pesos. Cuando puedo conseguir-

he is a kind fellow. He like every-

los?”

body and especially he love the
little animals. Well, he . . . he kill

“You know,” I continued in my
own brand of Spanish, “the prize
money you promised me three
months ago when I began the contest.”
“But, frind,” his smile was gone

and he acted thoroughly confused,
It was a fifteen minute discussiono. Even though I felt like tak-

This was it. More birth pangs
three months after I had given
birth to the idea.

“I do remember talking to you.
But I don’t know any English. And

ing that little Mario and dropping

so I just smiled and said one of

him off a mountain, I had to stick

the few words I do know.”

all the big rats after their babies
were big enough to care for themselves.”
Another pause. “So?” I asked.
“But the little ones Wigberto
cannot kill. “They are too little to

die, he says. And so, he cut off
their tails when they are alive and,
he is so kind, he let them all go!”
Me and my ideas.

Dear Uncle Sam!
Come Back to Guam! |
Alfred Arroyo

@

Ona bright sunny morning of December 8, 1941,

seven Japanese planes flew over the island of Guam,
and bombarded it for the first time in history. At the
moment, almost all of the people were at Mass celebrating the feast of the Immaculate Conception. As

soon as the rumbling sounds of the exploding bombs
were heard, however, a great panic gripped the

people. They were so terrified that they started calling upon all the saints for help — not one name was
forgotten. I was only five years old then, but I too,
was praying with all my heart as I had never prayed
before.
We immediately gathered all our essential belongings leaving everything else behind and fled into
the small jungles of the island for protection against

There is one incident that I shall never forget
about the cruelty of the “Binta Squad.” At one time
a baby was crying in my neighborhood, probably be-

cause he was hungry, so the mother took the chance
of warming the baby’s milk on the stove. Unfortunately, a “Binta Squad” happened to be in our vicinity
making its rounds and saw the fire in the dark. Consequently, both the mother and father were cruelly

punished by hand slapping. The following morning
both parents had lacerations and all sorts of contusions on their faces. That incident is only a minor

example of how cruel the “Binta Squads” were.
Days and months passed under Japanese sov-

best to ward off the Japanese but were greatly outnumbered — ten to one. Consequently, their efforts

ereignty, as if they were years, with diminishing hope
of liberation by the Americans. But in order to
lighten and strengthen our hopes for freedom once
more, we started composing many songs, one of which
became very popular. The song was “My Dear Uncle
Sam.” In every ranch—if they are no Japanese around
—you could hear this tune, “Mr. Sam, Sam, my dear

to hold the island were futile. On December 12,
1941, Governor George McMillan, Captain U.S. Navy
surrendered Guam to the Imperialistic Government of

Then it goes on, “Eighth of December 1941, seven
Japanese planes came and bombarded Guam. Oh,

the flying bullets of the invading Japanese Army.
For three days the American forces, with the
Guam Militia and Insular Guards, tried their very

Japan.
We lived under the tyranny of Japanese Imper-

ialism for two anda half years perservering through
all the hardships and difficulties that we encountered.
I, as a child, did not suffer as much as my parents
and all the other parents and older brothers and
sisters who had to work in the Japanese airfields.

There were times when parents did not return to
their homes for two or three days. In fact, some
parents never did return at all from these projects.
Some died of hunger; others were killed by the Japanese because they refused to work on account of
some illness or because of profound patriotism.
As a whole the Japanese invaders were not so
cruel to the natives during their early occupation until

the onset of the liberation by American troops.

Uncle Sam, won’t you please come back to Guam?”
Mr. Sam, Sam, my dear Uncle Sam, won't you please
come back to Guam?”
Of course, we took a lot of chances singing the

song, but it kept alive our faith and hope in eventual
liberation from the Japanese.
On May 17, 1944, the entire population was put
in concentration camps. Here we had to build our
own tents with coconut leaves and a few “tangantangan” branches. It was very miserable and uncomfortable living in these little huts, but the Japanese
would not permit us to build them for comfort. The
reason for this was that the American forces were

already bombarding the island and the Japanese
wanted to make sure that we were all herded in one

small place and prevented from fighting them in the
back.

There was a group of Japanese soldiers, however,
who were dreaded because of their cruelty. They
were called the “Binta Squad.” These “Binta Squads”
were made of the toughest Japanese soldiers who
enforced blackout and curfew hours to the limit.
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A picture of Guam in World War II
by one who was there.

ing that practically the whole building was razed to

It was believed that a detachment of Japanese
soldiers had been assigned to kill everyone in the
concentration camps, while we were in our foxholes,

erect, giving us something to support our canvas on.

at the height of the invasion. Fortunately, however,

From this wall we rebuilt and remodeled our home.

the ground. However, a small concrete wall was still

this detachment met in battle with some American
troops. When we heard of this we were very thank-

War might seem to someone who has never actually been in one an exciting and stupendous occasion.

ful to Almighty God. As a result of this many

But for those who have gone through its pains and

promises of devotion to Almighty God and His saints

tribulations, war is an eternity of constant trepida-

were made and fulfilled after the war.

tion, spasm, fatigue, and anxiety.

As soon as the island was secured by the Amer-

icans, we stayed at a refuge camp for treatment then

Those who are ignorant of war should be thank-

moved to our home or rather to what was left of it.
Since our home was located right in the heart of the
capital, overlooking the sea, it was not at all surpris-

ful that they have never seen one and should pray
fervently to Almighty God that the world may have
a lasting peace.

The Gilt
DIANE CROSS

More thunderous than the roar of waterfalls,
As mystic as the budding each new spring,

More wondrous than the beehive’s perfect walls,
As moving as the De Profundis ring;

More promising than true love’s knowing look,
As noble as the hermit’s secret life,
More searchable than mankind's deepest book,

Consoling as a tender, waiting wife;
It is the answer to a nation’s cries;

It is the elevation of degraded man,
The lighting of a Flame that never dies
But kindles every heart within His plan.

It is the Gift of God to all on Earth:
His Son’s unprincely, lowly birth!

cA Christmas Wish
NELSON R. HAAS

From the dawn of creation,
The world rolls on and on
Through infinite silence of time and space.
Yet the vanishing age
Does not separate man in reality,

Nor man of the future.
He is a part of all that is.

God gave man the Savior
That we may have life eternal.
Today we honor the birth of Christ;
May the Gift of the Giver of Life
Be with you always.

at

Confessions of an American Brunch Eater. . .
A piece dedicated to all whose stomach
quails at the burdens of the day.
Larry Ruff
@ 1am not hearty. The mere fact that I am forced
to arise in the morning before a civilized hour of,

say, nine or ten fills me with gloom and depression.
This gloom and depression reach the proportions of
suicidal despair, moreover, when I contemplate the
next task of this inauspiciously begun day. The fact
is that I loathe the American breakfast.
The very word in itself is insulting. I have consulted the Messrs. Merriam and Webster, and I have
been told for my pains that breakfast is a combination

of the words break and fast and means just that —
to stop an abstinence from food. This is obviously
nonsense, as anyone who has mastered the barest

rudiments of English pronunciation knows. The first
syllable of the word is not “break,” it is “breck.” The
second, I am forced to concede, is “fast.” It is now
obvious, however, that the meaning of the word is
definitely changed by that first syllable. “Breck,” as
a word, is derived from a familiar cheer which
originated in New York City, i.e., the Bronx cheer,
usually spelled “bre-e-e-e-e-ck,” and used to signify
derision and distain. “Fast,” when thus combined,
does not refer to abstinence from food, either, it
means “fast” — quickness of motion. So there! What
do we find that breakfast really means? It means, by
context, a smart-alecky meal eaten in a hurry.
It would not be so bad if this awakening pro-

vender were of the type that submits gracefully to

being eaten in a hurry. But, no, this is not to be
allowed. Doctors, dairymen, and General Foods Corporation tell us in copious articles that failure to eat
an adequate breakfast will result in breakdown of
the liver, the gizzard, and the facial muscles. Well,
naturally, no one wants this to happen; therefore a
large segment of the American public (myself un-

willingly and miserably included) sit down daily to
cereal—of which some kinds sink sulkily to the
bottom of the dish, and others emulate the A-blast,
complete with honey coating; a glass containing an

Wi

unhappy marriage of orange and grapefruit juices;

eggs, which peer up at one with the bright, hypocritical cheerfulness of the marigold concealing the asp;
and, last and foremost, a Herculean brew known as
coffee.
And what happens? The teeth and stomach, re-

laxed after a night of repose and resentful of early
awakening, are forced to chew and digest these
horrors, thus putting two important members of the

body on the defensive early in the day. The mind
also is annoyed, for it used the “mid-morning slump”
brought on bya light breakfast as a convenient excuse
for a coffee break.
Please do not get the impression from these sentiments that I am not fond of food, for nothing could
be farther from the truth. My favorite light reading
is cookbooks filled with delightful color pictures and
delectable recipes. To sit down to a_ beautifully
prepared meal is, I think, a great delight, and one
which I shall be loathe to forego in the next century,
when, Science tells, we shall all fall heartily to on a

couple of pills.

No, indeed, I do not disapprove of food in

general nor of many breakfast foods in particular — I
simply disapprove of them at seven o'clock in the
mornnig. This is not just a personal whim, either,
for I have a solid block of informed opinion to support me. Cultured Romans, for instance, rose rather

early, but spent most of the morning in the confines
of the baths and took nothing but a goblet of wine
and a few grapes. The charming ladies of Versailles
arose at nine and daintily nibbled chocolate and
croissants. In classic literature, also, we find that
Winnie-the-Pooh awoke and had a small jar of honey
at “nineish” or thereabouts.
NowIfirmly believe in living in the present, and

I know that no one (with the possible exception of
the DuPonts) keep such hours now. We could all
have them, though! If others can lobby for colorless
margarine and strike for a penny more a day, a campaign for better eating hours would not go unrewarded or amiss. So up you sleepy heads, hang-over
sufferers, and people “who just can’t face food in the

morning, let’s insist on a ten ‘til six working day,
with breakfast at eight-thirty and dinner at eight,

and let’s all cry if we don’t get it!

Union is strength in teacher-training, too.

Bob Schiller, President, OAFTA

@ On the University of Dayton
campus the Fulton J. Sheen Chapter of Future Teachers of America
is only part of the vast organization of students who are interested
in their profession. Educators
throughout the country recognize
the value of such a pre-professional
organization and encourage Future
Teachers to participate in the FTA
movement.

Founded in 1939, FTA has grown

by leaps and bounds and is now
an active National organization.
Where does U.D. fit in the pic-

ture? Of primary importance is the
individual who is planning a career
in education. As he realizes the
need of pre-professional experience, he becomes a member of the

North Central Region is a part of
the National Association of Future
Teachers of America. So we can
see that the individual, YOU in
Education, is a part of a_ local,
State, Regional, and National organization.

How was U.D. represented at
the National Convention this year?
As President of the Ohio Association, I represented Ohio and you
of U. D. at the Convention of the
nation’s leaders in education. The
NAFTA Convention covered a four
week span, June 24 through July
ray
The first session consisted of two

parts and was held at Northern
Illinois State College at DeKalb,

Sheen Chapter. This group then

Illinois. A three-day Leadership

constitutes what we shall call U.D.,

since it is an integral part of the

Conference proved to be most
beneficial. Led by Miss Dorothy

University. Because it is a member

Stock of the University of Chi-

of the Ohio Association of Future
Teachers of America, U.D. thus
gains benefits and recognition from
the State of Ohio. The State is

profession and professional standards. On July 2 we moved to Chicago and attended the National
Education Association Convention.
Through the week our pre-professional group was stimulated, encouraged, and helped by the nations best in education. As a member of the NAFTA Executive Committee, I was privileged to attend
the National Classroom Teachers
Conference which was held at Purdue University. For two weeks,
July 9 through July 23, we attended lectures, discussion groups, and
interesting activities of the Class-

room Teachers. During this period
we had several Executive meetings
where we developed our recommendations for the FTA program
and laid the Foundation for a
years work in FTA.

discussed with problems posed and
questions answered. The leaders

So you can readily see that FTA
is an active movement throughout
the nation. If you are an Education student and vitally interested
in your career and life’s work, remember that your pre-professional

cagos Human Dynamic Depart-

ment, many leadership roles were

a member of the North Central
Region which is composed of nine

of FTA throughout the nation mov-

training is important. U. D. is only

ed into the National Commission

a part of a greater movement, and

States, Ohio, Illinois, Indiana, Wy-

on Teacher Education and Profes-

every education student at U. D.

oming, Iowa, Minnesota, Michigan,

sional Standards Conference and

should be a part of its pre-profes-

North

learned much about the teaching

sional

and

South

Dakota.

The

organization.
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Between

Essays
Andy Hirsch

@

“A decent respect for the opinion of mankind”

.... That, my friends, is a direct quotation from the

Declaration of Independence. So please respect my
column.
May 13th and I4th, 1944, pro-Communists in our
State Department gave Russia the secrets of our ink
and paper we use in making our paper money. P. S.

Plus 20 tons of sample materials . . . . In liquid
form, a tiny drop splattered on a man’s hand, would
paralyze him instantly, deaden his brain in a few

seconds, and kill him in thirty seconds. You cannot
see it, smell it, or taste it. The Army calls it G-gas.
Stop the world! I want to get off. .. . The Air Force
is now calling the Intercontinental Ballistics Missile

the ICBM instead of the IBM. Too many people got
the Missile confused with International Business
Machines Corporation.
Russia’s Army enlistment age is seventeen. However, that does not include those being trained as
skilled labor in the industrial system. Boys working
in skilled industry are exempt from the draft... .

Thackeray may have thought of the Commies when
he said, “who lick the boots of those above them and
kick the faces of those below them.” .. . It is now
confirmed that Russia has sent some atomic artillery
to the Czech Army. These weapons will be used in
the coming autumn maneuvers. . . . The Minister of
Justice in Russia has about the same responsibility
as the Admiral of the Swiss Navy. . . . These Commie
atheists cannot find God, for the same reason that

a burglar cannot find a policeman. . . . Talk, for Russians, is a propaganda device. They hope somebody
will get tired and give them what they want. East
and West have talked in three thousand eight hundred

and two meetings (major issues only!) consuming

eleven thousand four hundred hours, speaking one
hundred twenty million words, filling six hundred

eighty volumes of four hundred pages each, making
a book shelf thirty-five feet long, which to play
12

records would take one year, three months, and nine
days, day and night.
A unique library, housing only information on
subversive individuals and organizations, is planned
in Washington. Run by former members of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, it will house issues of
the Communist newspaper, the Daily Worker, fascist
literature, and other published nonconfidential material. The library will be open to the public, including
Communists.

Doctor J. Miller of the Sound Citizenship Foundation says, “When the Government starts doing
things FOR us it ends up by doing things TO us.”
Our Open Door Policy means the U.S. Treasury is
open.
What do you suppose James Boyle O’Rielly meant
when he wrote:
“Organized charity, scrimped and iced,
In the name of a Federal Statistical Christ?”
“In case of inability . . . of the President to
discharge the Powers and Duties of His office, the
same shall devolve on the Vice-President, and the
Congress may by Law provided for the Case of Inability . . . both of the President and Vice-President,

' declaring what Officer shall then act as President, and
such Officer shall act accordingly until the Disability
be removed, or a President shall be elected.” So says

the Constitution. . . . Thought you would like to
know. .

We are all getting rich by charging each other
too much. . . . Legally, driving a car is not a right;

it’s a privilege. . . . Ohio has had twenty-six ee
from 1900 to 1953.
The junior, with the penchant for law, who
the cop, “Sure, I will show up in court, but I
plead prima futié evidence.” Cop,
“‘Well, uh! uh!
well maybe youre right; you better keep going
be careful the next time.’

told
will .
son,
and

Intermission: “Dearest, sometimes you are so
strong and masculine and at other times you are so

soft and gentle, whyis it?” “I guess it’s heredity. You
see, half of my ancestors were men and the other

half were women.”
Only one man had the courage to face the mood
of the mob after the execution of Christ. He went
to the Governor and demanded the Body of Christ

and placed it in his own vault. He did not worry
about the consequences to his career.

He was a

LAWYER, Joseph of Aramathea . . . a counselor.

American Shadows: The man who won't kiss his

wife for ten years but shoots the man who does.. . .
They call it Take Home Pay because there is no

other place you can go with it.

:
. Give credit to Bulwer Lytton: “Let any man
once show the world that he fears its bark, and it

will fly at his heels. Let him fearlessly face it, it
will- leave him alone . . . and will fawn at his feet
if he flings it a bone.”
. Your roomis. good to
stay in when the arrangements are attractive. They

are tremendous trifles which you neglect at your own

peril. .. . From: Better Men for Better Times.
Our young folks should be more careful: “The
world is near its end because the young listen no
longer to the old.” It says right here, by Judge Sicher
of the New York Juvenile Court . . . claims he read
it from Egyptian hieroglyphics dated 3052 B. C.
The New American Pace: Little Linda White,
age two, Grace before meals :“Dear Jesus! Amen,”
and she lunged for the cake.
Political: The U.D. coeds are positively the very
best the United States can do in producing America’s Queens.

Every man involved in the arrest, detention, and
trial of Cardinal Mindzenti . . . is DEAD. Which

reminds me: If you don't like this column, then a

There can be no revolution in America because

not enough people get mad enough at the same time.

bright dream was lost somewhere along the way .. .

must go off to light my funeral candles.

The Fall of “Pride
DIANE CROSS

By night the scourge is worse

As spotless stars look down;
I cower as they stare
At me and my renown.

The truth about it all
Is that there is no fame,
But Pride and I live on
A superficial plane.
Of late I do regret
The time that I have spent
In trying to be tall

Instead of being bent.

O coward I! O fool!
That I misjudged my worth.

O God, forgive me, I,
The lowliest on earth.

Practically every literary giant
who ever wrote has based some of
his work, whether it be poetry or
prose on material found in either
the Old or New Testament of the
Bible.
The number of liter.
works
which have evolved from biblical
sources are far too multitudinous
to enumerate in a single paper.
Therefore, I have decided to con-

fine the examples in this theme to
excerpts from William Shakespeare’s works which conclusively
illustrate this point.

In

Literature

To begin with the beginning, let
us consider the following line

which occurs in King Henry VIII
when the poet speaks of man as
“the image of his Maker.” Who
could doubt the direct influence of
the record from Genesis which testifies that “God created man in his
own image’?
The following lines certainly
suggest Genesis 11, 15 and the
Fall of Man related in the succeeding chapter:
“Thou, old Adam’s likeness, set to
dress this garden,
How dares thy harsh-rude tongue
sound this unpleasant news?
What Eve, what serpent hath
suggested thee
To make a second fall of cursed
man?
Why dost thou say King Richard

A night school student
correlates Shakespeare
and the Bible.

is deposed?”
King Richard II, Act III,
Scene 4

Again we read of “Adam that
kept the Paradise” in the Comedy
of Errors, Act IV, Scene 3, and in
the same scene find him spoken of

as “old Adam new apparelled,”
Virginia M. Evans

which refers to Gen. 111, 21. Then
in “Two Gentlemen from Verona,”
Act III, Scene 1, a woman’s pride
is referred to as “Eve’s Legacy,” a

phrase directly attributable to Genesis ITI, 6.

@ It is a natural and logical fact
that the greatest and mostwidely-

read book ever written should also
be the most frequently-used refer-

ence book ever penned.
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In the first part of King Henry

fell, and what should poor Jack
Falstaff do in the days of villany?”
Act III, Scene 3.
Here we have another reference
to Genesis 111.

The king spoke the following
lines to Lord Scroop which once
more refers to Genesis:
“I will weep for thee;
For this revolt of thin, methinks,
is like
Another fall of man.”
Ibid, Act II, Scene 1.
In King Richard, we find this
striking reference to the punishment of Cain, recorded in Genesis
IV:
“The guilt of conscience take thee
for thy labour,
But neither my good word, nor
princely favor;
With Cain, go wander thro’ the
shade of night,
And never show thy head!”
Continuing with references to
the Book of Genesis, we cite the
following lines of Hamlet addressed to his mother:
“Here is your husband; like a
mildeweed ear,
Blasting his wholesome brother.”
Hamlet, Act III, Scene 4.
The history of Suzannah which
we trace in the APOCRYPHA is
undoubtedly the source of reference in the following lines by Shy-

lock in “The Merchant of Venice.”
“A Daniel come to judgment!
Yea, a Daniel!
O wise young judge, how I do
honor thee!”
The Merchant of Venice,
Act IV, Scene 1.
Continuing with Old Testament
references, let us consider these
lines uttered by the banished Duke

in “As You Like It,” which aptly

IV, Falstaff says to Prince Henry:

illustrates the lesson of weaning

“Dost thou hear, Hal? Thou knowest in the state of innocency Adam

good from evil which we_ learn
from the Book of Job V, 17, Ps.
XCIV:

“Sweet are the uses of adversity,
Which like the toad, ugly and

venomous,
Wears yet a precious jewel in

“All men’s honours
Lie like one lump before him, to
be fashioned
Into what pitch he please —”

his head.”

Act II, Scene 2.

Act II, Scene 1.
We could go on and on with
Shakespearean quotations which
bear the Old Testament influence.
However, let us continue with excerpts from the poet-dramatist
drawn from the New Testament.
For instance, in King Richard III,
we find the following lines which
evidently allude to our Lord’s
temptation as recorded by Matthew IV and Luke IV:
“But then I sigh, and with a piece
of Scripture
Tell them that God bids us do
good for evil;
And then I clothe my naked
villainy
With old odd ends stolen forth of
Holy Writ;

And seem a saint, when most I
play the devil.”
Act I, Scene 3.
The miracle of the loaves and
fishes is referred to in “The Mer-

chant of Venice” when Lorenzo,
hearing that he was to inherit the

property of Shylock, addresses Nerissa and Portia as folows:

“Fair ladies, you drop manna in

the way of starved people.”
In “Measure for Measure” we
find the following dialogue:
Provost—“Come hither, sirrah. Can
you cut off a man’s head?”
Clown—“O a man be a bachelor,
sir, I can; but if he’s a married
man, he is his wife’s head, and I
can never cut off a woman’s
head.”

lines by Claudia:
“To sue to live, I find I seek to die,
And seeking death, find life.”

cowl, whispering “Hail Mary!”
Vv. M.E.
(published in
Precious Blood Messenger
)

And in “The Merchant of Venice”, Gratiano addresses Antonio:
“You have too much respect upon
the world;
They lose it that do buy it with
much care.”
Act I, Scene 1.

Both of these passages appear to

be founded upon the words of our
Lord, as recorded by St. Matthew
XVI, 23:
“Whomsoever will save his life
shall lose it; and whomsoever will
lose his life for My sake, shall
find it.”
Having concluded this portion
of my paper, I should like to present a few original poems in which
I have used the biblical background.

DEBORAH,
JOURNEYING TO BARAK
I, Deborah, the mother, wife,
called “Dark Eyes” and “Tall
Willow Tree”
by loved ones, found it strange
that God
should choose a messenger like me.
Why not a warrior or sage,

AT MARY’S THRONE
Mine is a small song,
Plaintive and low,
A droplet of melody,
Pining to grow;

A sparrow-like chirping
Lost in the din;
A note in the wilderness,
Fragile and thin.
Mine is a worn heart,

Weary and torn,
Disfigured by conflict,
Pierced with a thorn;
A heart that has struggled
With error and pride,
Yet, triumphed with Love
Like a fire in my side!
Mother most patient,

Accept them, I pray:
The heart so unsightly
With wounds of the fray;
The song like a chirping
That longs for a tone:
Take them and bless them
And make them your own:!

Vv. M. E.
(published in
The Magnificat, Jan. 1955)

or speaker whose experience
should make him far more qualified

Here, we have a direct reference
to St. Paul Eph. V. 23.

VIII’:

The woodland, hushed except for
snow, is like a monastery,
Each tree, a monk in cape and

Act III, Scene 1.

Yet, it was I who heard the Voice,
who saw the Light, the blazing

mans IX, 21, found in “King Henry

SNOWY WOOD

ure for Measure,” we find these

for a mission of such consequence?

image employed by St. Paul in Ro-

V. M. E.

To conclude this portion of our
findings let us consider the following two passages. First, in “Meas-

-Act IV, Scene 2.

Then there is this illusion to the

Great God of Truth, attend me
now,
and keep my woman-spirit brave:
let words be rubies on my tongue,
for it has Israel to save!

Sword;

;

who must approach Barak, th
Judge,

with a virile message from the
Lord.

THE ARK
The ark
which we call Faith
sails on through Error’s Sea

until it brings each Noah safe
ashore.

MUSIC:

Popular Misconceptions
Music, not maudlin nor chaotic, can bring to one who really knows it,
esthetic enjoyment and financial reward.

Otto Charles Schauble, Jr.

When I came to this school in September, I was

music as “organized chaos.” This is as close to a

meeting people, making friends, and getting acquaint-

@

definition of Jazz as I have been able to find. Ill

ed with the new way of life, as every college student
is expected to do. During the first few days, when-

admit that many jazz artists are fine musicians, but

I like to hear the melody when I listen to music, and

ever I met someone new, the first thing I would be

not try to guess at what they are playing. Many

asked would be, “What course are you taking?” When

people like jazz because it is the fad, and others

I told them I was studying music, they smiled, and

because it confuses them, but very few like it be-

seemeda little skeptical. Most people are under the

cause it is pleasant to listen to. The greatest majority
of jazz lovers are people who get quite a thrill out

impression that music is an easy subject. As a matter
of fact, music is one of the most complicated subjects
in the world. To understand music fully, one must
have working knowledge of science and mathematics,
and at the same time have the mentality to appreciate this subject.
The main reason that the average person misunderstands music is that he does not have this

mentality, or if he does have it, he is too lazy to use
it. When I say music, I am not referring to the trash

heard daily on most radio stations which goes under
the name of popular music. “Ko-Ko-Mo” is by no
means music, it is noise. I recall reading an amusing
column in the Exponent not too long ago, in which

the author compared certain popular songs to a
stench coming from the city dump. I would not go
this far, but it is true that some of the sounds heard
across the country today are tuned to the intellect of
a “nitwit.” In behalf of the musicians of the country,
1 would like to point out that the blame does not
rest on them, but on the population. There are many

men living today who are capable of putting out
some fine works in the field of music, but like other
people, they like to eat, and classical music does not

sell.

.

One of the more recent developments in the field

of music is (pardon the expression) jazz. A popular
disc-jockey has been known to refer to this form of
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of standing around and screaming “Go, Go, Go.”
These people should definitely be tested to determine
their sanity, and in extremely advanced cases, be
confined to mental institutions. Ragtime and Dixieland had their day and I suppose it was just my
misfortune to be born during this era of jazz.
Another mistaken idea concerning music is that
it is easy. You must havealittle ability to start with,
and the rest is hard work. There are phases of this
art than contain algebra, physics, and mathematics.
A composer does not just sit down and write what he
feels like writing. There are hundreds of formulas
which govern the position and harmony of every
note in the piece. This does not apply to classical
music alone, for jazz and any other type of music
have definite rules and patterns that must be observed
to get the desired effect. There is nothing “crazy”
about Stan Kenton’s music. It is harder to write and

understand perhaps, but it is just as complicated as
any thing written by Beethoven or Mozart.
I hope that I have succeeded to a certain extent
in bringing out the fact that music is not just writing

pretty little melodies. It involves study in harmony,
analysis, arrangement, chord alteration and progres-

sion, chord inversion, partwriting, study of sounds,
(major, minor, augmented, and diminished), orchestration, composition, counterpoint, and others. © It is

a vast field, and no one person could even come close

to knowing it all.
Another thing I have found out is that there are

some people who think it is ridiculous to make music
a career because it is unimportant, and does not con-

cern them. It concerns everybody and I believe that
everyone gets enjoyment out of music in one form
or another. Music is indispensible to radio, television,
and show business in general, and helps provide rec-

reational activities such as dances, etc. During the
Christmas season, carols are played in homes, stores,
and from loudspeakers all over the nation, and I have
yet to meet a person who did not approve of this.

popular songs are new. Most of them are direct
steals from classical pieces. Possibly the reader recalls
such songs as “Somewhere Over the Rainbow” and
“Poor Butterfly.” These are just two of many melodies
that were taken from classical works and made into

popular songs. (“Somewhere Over the Rainbow” was

taken directly from one of Mozart’s compositions.
)
The proceeding is simply an attempt on my part
to explain to the reader how little the average person

knows about the music world. I would like to see

more people listen to classical music, but I doubt

that many will listen to me. Good music is like good
poetry, in that it must be experienced many times to
be appreciated. Few people have the desire and the

Another opinion many people have is that classical music is for stuff shirts or old men. These people

hearing the finale from the “William Tell Overture”

generally like popular music, and that is as far as it

will continue to think the Lone Ranger is starting

goes. For the information of these people, very few

patience to do this. These are the people that, when

another adventure.

A Walk “With God
JOHN E. KOEHLER

I walked with God the other day
Along a lovely, flowery way ,

And by some stream we stopped to talk
Tired out by now from our long walk,
And thought it fine just to sit there
To watch the birds wing through the air.
Some playful child had sought to dam
The water flowing over sand,
It made a pleasant, dreamy sound
As we stretched out upon the ground;

There in that green secluded place
My God spoke with me
—face to face.
I feel his presence with me now
His gentle hand caress my brow;

I feel him take my hand and say,
“Will you not walk with Me today?”

change this.” He pictured life as
it was in his time — life as he had
observed it and as he had lived it.

of

During the nineteenth century,
England began to feel the growing
pains of the Industrial Revolution.
The cities had become overpopulated. The wealthy exploited the
poor. Poverty and hunger had overtaken the majority of the population. From these conditions arose
the cruel Poor Laws, debtors’ prisons, workhouses. One had to cheat,
lie, steal, kill, or grovel to obtain

Humanity

out of the forbidding prisons and
workhouses. Children were looked
upon not as God’s gifts, but as
other creatures to be exploited.
These were the problems that faced the England of the nineteenth

Champion

the necessities of life and to keep

century.

Across the pages of Dickens’

novels walk living, breathing people undergoing the privations of
their time. Dickens makes the reader and even the most insignificant
character in Oliver Twist fellowsufferers.

Jerome Weis

He did not confine his pictures
of life to the poorer classes. He
portrayed, as well, the middle
classes, and their utter selfishness
and dog-eat-dog outlook on life.
Particularly in his Dombey And

Son and Nicholas Nickelby, DickA view of Dickens,

not as a reformer,
but as a realist,

painting the awful truth.

@ If the modem social mind were
to criticize the works of Charles
Dickens, he would be given the
contemporary appellations of lib-

ens found opportunity to describe
education at its worst. In Dickens’
day, a child was torn from his
home and placed in an institution
where knowledge of an educational, but highly impractical nature
was pounded into him day after
day. The child was bent, cufted
and beaten until molded to the
satisfaction of his masters. The
novelist vividly described all of
these monstrosities, and it is said
by many of his critics that his
bringing these ills to light resulted
in many educational reforms.

ods of bettering the specific problems at hand. He portrayed the
good and the bad in each of his
characters as if to say, “See, here
is some good in this man. If only
all men would let the good in
them shine forth.”
Many critics of Charles Dickens
cry that he was too harsh and
that he over-exaggerated the conditions of the time. Much can be
said in Dickens’ defense against

such people as these who refuse to
believe that evil can exist among
men in any great proportion. Dick-

ens lived many of the experiences
recounted in his novels; few of his
critics were so unfortunate. What
he did not actually experience himself, he had ample opportunity to
observe closely; many of his critics
would never have placed them-

selves in such close proximity to

the social sickness of the times.
Dickens tasted of the debtors’ prison in which his father had been
confined. He slaved in the establishment of a middle-class merchant. He suffered the cruelties
and hardships of the English educational system. Who can with
firm conviction say that this man
exaggerated, if one has not shared
the experiences of the accused?
Social conditions are much better today in the civilized world,
but there is still room for improvement. The social authors of today
go to one of two extremes.

On one

hand we have the rabid reformers
who propose birth control, socialism, Communism, and other “solutions” which are problems in themselves. On the other hand, we

have the muck-rakers who exploit
the evils of society for the sole
purpose of making money. Our
writers should strike to picture life
today as Dickens did for his times.
If we had authors who could show
us life as it is, and like Dickens
show that a little good in a sea of

eral, progressive, radical, and such

Thus we see that Dickens’ func-

bad is more than a bubble of hope,

other titles attributed to one who

tion in his time was to bring to
people an awareness of man’s in-

then there would be a widespread

calling would be grossly unjust.

humanity to his fellow man.

He

are. A spark of faith in humanity

Dickens was not a reformer in the

never clambered upon his soap box

could lead us out of the darkness

true sense of the word. He did not
say, “This is wrong . . . we must

and shouted for reform. Neither
did he propose any definite meth-

of modem evils into the light of a
new and improved world.

exposes social evils.
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Such name-

awareness to conditions as they

CO-EDUCATION - - Pro and Con
The author pleads for co-eds to profit to the utmost from their stay on campus.

Lucretia Rhodes

@ A

bit

of

heated

discussion

wound its way down to our ears

from the Women’s Lounge in
Chaminade Hall: “Abigail, you're
nuts! Why be noble about a Catholic college? It isn’t as easy as you
think to get interested when I
could be attending a state college,
having a ball in sorority life. If
only Mon ‘n Dad would see my
point; why miss all that fun just
for a Catholic education?”
And so the co-eds tossed the
issued back and forth. In the process, a lot of territory was covered,
from the words of Pope Pius XI
on the place of Christianity in education, to the latest line a U.D.
suitor “snowed me with.” How can
this controversy be settled? Perhaps there is no solution. A look
at a few of the pros and cons concerning the necessity of a college

education for co-eds may prove
interesting.

cation. The answer was: ‘non contra legem, sed praeter legem.’ It
is not against the law, but beyond
i:

One of our educators has made
the comparison that Catholic college co-education “grew up like
Topsy.” That is, the occurrence was
not instantaneous, but gradual. Another explanation, one of the most
weighty given, expresses the conviction that co-education is eco-

nomical.

Still

another

opinion

views this development as good for
twentieth century society, an answer to the necessity for men and
women to work together at school
in order to form a better, future
society of mothers and fathers —
Christian mothers and fathers.
Alluding to that modern
Sergeant “Friday” Webb, “We
want the facts, ma’am,” here
some of the facts. In 1935,

wit,
just
are
the

victims. Yet there is another equal-

ly important side to this business
of getting educated on the Hilltop.
Yes, gals, it is the academic side.
Whether you are here to learn the

domestic arts, the humanities, the
sciences, the arts, or merely the
correct use of words, U. D. has it.
Our University provides each co-ed
with an opportunity for forming a
sound, Christian philosophy by
which to live her life as a mother,

a career girl (polite version of old
maid), or as a religious.
These are the facts: opportunities for social, cultural, recreational, academic, religious, and philosophical formations are offered
here. Years ago, co-education was
merely a far-fetched idea. Do we
appreciate the doors of the University opening to our tender gend-

er? Why not decide to get, here

and now, what U.D. has? A girl

University of Dayton, previously

may prefer sororities because of

In 1949, the Jesuit Journal of

limited to males, except for the

Education stated: “Marquette University sought to clarify a reply
from Rome to the question whether the encyclical on Catholic Edu-

summer sessions, opened its doors
to co-eds in the day school. The
move was considered quite radical
in those days. As a result, the Uni-

their glamor or because of the temporary security they offer. But in
later life, sorority-sisters cannot
take the place of yourself
—the
self that the University helps you

cation, referring to co-education,
applied to Catholic colleges for

versity is booming with activity:
eyes are twinkling, cheeks are

men in the United States to open

blushing,

their doors to women, to offer them

hearts are palpitating. In short,

away with you—for life!

the opportunity for a Catholic edu-

the love-bug is busy biting willing

possible.

and

even

some

hard

to form. So campus belles, submit

yourself to the full U. D. life, and
take a little of the old Alma Mater

It’s
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Gregorian Chant -- A History
The Catholic Church makes all things serve
for God’s grace, music included.

Saliy Payne

@ Gregorian chant is the traditional, free rhythmed, unisonous,
diatonic music which has been
adopted by the Catholic Church
for the solemn celebration of her
liturgy. It differs in a number of
important respect from our ordi-

nary modern church music. It is a
musical idiom which, therefore,
cannot take its norms of expression

and interpretation from the later
forms of music with which our own
age has become more familiar. Peculiar to the Chant itself are its
notations, rhythm, structure, ton-

ality and purposes. It is intimately
tied up with the Latin language
and is designed exclusively for the
worship of God through prayer.
The history of the rise and perfection of the Gregorian chant runs
from the fifth to the twelfth centuries. From the twelfth to the fifteenth centuries, Gregorian chant
underwent gradual corruption and
deterioration, and finally achieved
perfection in the sixteenth century.
In tracing the first four centuries of
church music one finds that there
is a lack of musical manuscripts
and that the treatises on music are
not analytical and furnish aid only
in correlating musical development
with liturgical development. This
lack of musical manuscripts con-

the twelfth century, and even for
several centuries beyond that.
The four Occidental chants are:
The Ambrosian and Gregorian

(those of Italy), the Gallican (that
of Gaul) and the Mozarabic or
“Visigothic” (that of
Spain).
Which is the oldest one does not
know, but examination of the manuscripts shows that the Gregorian,
Ambrosian, Mozarabic and_ the
little that is known of the Gallican
are all derived from the same musical language. Archeologists find
the Ambrosian and Gregorian manuscripts easy to read, but the Mozarabic are controversial because of
the similarity of the notation of
these manuscripts and certain letters used for the signatures of contemporaneous documents.
The Ambrosian chant was in existence as early as the year 400,
and there are extant three manuscripts which are thought to preserve the chant in use before the
time of Gregory the Great. These

indicate a continuity of Ambrosian

chant. The chant then employed
the four authenic modes, but they
were not developed consciously
during the time of St. Ambrose.
It was St. Gregory that added four

psalm tones, and about his time the

tradition in the Ambrosian chant in
the Cistercian order, and it has

been generally retained particular-

ly in Northern Italy. Monte Cassino employed it exclusively until
Pope Stephen IX directed that the
Gregorian be used there.
In the revisions attributed to St.
Gregory there is evidence of the
work of a skillful hand in the classification, precision and development of forms indecisive previous
to his time, which ideal perfection
Gregory realized by responding to
the demands of unity and synthesis
as they exist in the language. The
phrase and the movement of the
rhythm have a firmer allure in
Gregorian melody and are, in all,
more perfect. It is particularly in
the intimate alliance in the psalmody between the melody and the
words that has produced a chant
“more suave and religious. Nothing
could be more false than the assertion of some historian that “St.

Gregory made a barbarous music
to please a barbarous people.”
Besides the transformations
wrought in the already existing
Chant during the time of St. Gregory, the great Pontiff himself either
completed personally the body of

Church music or had the work

tinues for the period down to the

range downward in the melodies

done under his supervision.

eighth century when the first in-

brought the plagal modes into existence. The Ambrosian chant was

pertains especially to the parts of
the liturgy added by him. Thus the

complete manuscripts were found.

This

Manuscripts continued to use the

never widely used, however, and

Chant called “Gregorian” did not

original notation shown in the
plate until the perfection of the

did not receive the benefit of continuous development as did the
Gregorian. There is something of a

start with St. Gregory; it was
rooted in the past where there

staff system by Guido D’Arezzo in
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existed already a heritage of an-

tique classicism. The Gregorian tra-

dition did not, however, become

officially confirmed until the reign
of Pope Leo IV, who inaletter to
Abbot Honoratus, proclaimed the
chant the personal work of Gregory the Great.
The period from the time of St.
Gregory to the year 1000 is known
as the golden era of Plainchant.
In Gregory’s own time, and for
ages after, his work was considered so sacred that none might touch
or alter it, and the great bulk of
the music belonging to the proper
of the Mass has probably come
down to us substantially intact
from the time of St. Gregory. The

ordinary of the Mass, which had
not reached its present form in St.

Gregory’s time, as well as certain
parts of the Office, were the works
of the period following St. Gregory.

As the various invocations in
music came into being and worked
their way into the melody of
Plainchant, counter movements of
reform sprang up, through which
various efforts at restoration were
made. These endeavors became
more and more pronounced, and
this in the end proved equally dis-

astrous for the preservation of
the integral Gregorian chant mel-

ody, since the authors of these
various attempts were seemingly
lacking in a clear conception of
the nature of the art itself, however, much as laudatory their efforts must be judged.
Where the melody of Gregorian
Chant had been more or less preserved, the rhythm —the soul of
this melody had fallen into a state

of complete oblivion by the time
of the full Renaissance period.
Then, too, the sentiment of all of
the arts of the Middle Ages, wherein the artist gave expression to his
inner life, was entirely transformed by the Renaissance era.

Plainchant since the time of the
climax of the Gallican movement
in the Seventeenth Century, with
its consequent break with the Roman liturgy. This restoration is due
largely to the efforts of Dom Prosper Gueranger, O.S.B., who founded
and became the first Abbot of the
Benedictine Monastery of Solesmes. The same eminent liturgist
gave the impetus to the movement
for the renewal of Gregorian music
by a return to its earliest known
form. He laid down the principle
that where the manuscripts of different countries agree in their ver-

sion of a melody, it may be affrmed that the true Gregorian text has

been developed. Much assiduous
study of the available manuscripts ensued as a result of this
movement. But the merit for the
definite revival belongs chiefly to
the many years of labor by Dom
Joseph Pothier, O.S.B., which resulted in the supremely important
discovery of the traditional rhythm
of Plainchant—free or prose
rhythm — through a study of the
incomplete manuscripts of the
Fourth and Fifth Centuries, mostly
those of the ancient school of St.
Gall, with their rhythmic markings.

-The development of this archeological work by the monks of Solesmes has brought the assurance

that in the first manuscripts, with
and without lines, we possess really and integrally the authenic version of religious music. Since the
Chant had survived the various

assaults made upon it by the caprice of copyists who remedied real
alterations of traditional melody,
from those alterations which were
but an expression of personal system in manifest disaccord with the
traditional melody.
Where a manuscript of one
school had gone astray on a certain

point, another manuscript had preserved it. In the one hand there

Gregorian

was sufficient uniformity for the

Chant came about as a_ consequence of the general restoration

preservation of a primitive unity;

of the Roman liturgy in France, in

sufficient variances to show that

which country the greatest confu-

certain melodies, by accidental de-

sion had reigned in the realm of

tails, were distinct from the com-

The

definition

of

while on the other hand there were

mon fundamental law proposed by
Dom Gueranger, it was possible to
arrive at a choice among the melodies, and to select with a degree
of assurance those which identitied
themselves with their original
source.
The home of Gregorian chant is
wherever there are Roman Catholics. It is the musical symbol of
the unity of the Church in ancient
and modern times. When one attends a Christian Mass in Germany
he hears the same music as he
would in the churches of Italy,
Austria, France, Africa,
Asia,

America and Australia. Only with
Plainchant is there unity for all.

The interpretation of part music

differs in each country, since no
official interpretation exists for this

type of Church music, nor ever
will. Gregorian Chant symbolizes
the Catholic nature of the Church
no less than the liturgical dress and
the language. A Mass was said in
Rome, on April 11, 1904, which
will never be forgotten by those
that attended. At this celebration

of the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass
representatives of different nations
in all parts of the world gathered

iogether to pay homage to the Vicar of Christ, the legislator of
Church song, thereby giving visible evidence of the universal character of Gregorian chant.
The history of later Gregorian
chant to its virtual extinction in the
Seventeenth Century is a dismal
story whose value is mostly negative. The gradual decadence and
disuse of the chant can be traced
to a number of factors. Most important of all was the growth of
polyphony. Step by step, first this
part of the Mass and then that

was replaced by the “new art.”
This process was related to the
humanism prevalent during the
period. The first criticism was directed against the undue length of
certain of the melodies. These
were the melodies of the soloists.
The critics failed to preceive that

the liturgy was constructed functionally: the melodies of the various chants being adjusted to the

(Turn to Page 22)
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@ Horses are smart, but men have outsmarted them
with a few tricks that make it easy to saddle even a
temperamental horse. Although some of the points
may seem insignificant to the tenderfoot, they often
mean the difference between carefree hours in the
saddle and an afternoon of walking in heavy boots.
Catching horses is sometimes the stumbling block
to the whole process, especially if the animal has
not been ridden for awhile. He may have become
accustomed to the freedom of romping in the pasture,
in which case he is not going to relinquish that freedom easily. Some equipment, then, must be assembled for the catch.

A broken horse (one that has been trained for
riding) knows very well what a bridle or a lariat
means; so you must use another snare.

Hunt for a

piece of flexible rope, or do as the cowboys do and
use your belt. Roll the rope or belt and put it in
you back pocket where the unsuspecting horse will
not see it. Now select something that the horse likes
to eat, a carrot, a few lumps of sugar, or some oats.
The horse’s love of tidbits is his downfall. You are
ready to go after your victim at last unless you have
made the mistake of putting on spurs already. Their
jingle will divulge the whole plan to the sensitive
horse. Therefore, remove spurs. Now, then, start

walking into the pasture at an easy pace as though

How to Saddle a Horse

you were out to view the scenery or to paya social
call on My Friend Flicka. Unless the creature is
starving, he will begin to run away at the first sight
of you, bucking and snorting and generally daring you

to catch him (as if that were your intention.) You,

Texas Style

however, continue walking confidently toward him,
smiling broadly all the while.

Diane Cross

After he has enjoyed kicking up his heels and
showing off awhile, begin to attract him by calling
his name or whistling a bar that is familiar to him.
Horses, vain creatures that they are, want it known
that they recognize such familiarities. Consequently,
provided that on the whole you have been good to
him, he will come toward you at this point very
playfully.

As he approaches you, you must stop walking
and start offering the tidbits you have brought. If
you are right-handed, hold your offering out in your
left hand, and with extreme care and subtlety slip

your right hand behind you and take hold of the belt
or rope. This is your position for the catch. When
the horse receives the scent of the “goodies” in your
An instance in which

horse sense bows to human guile.

hand, pull your arm slowly around in an arc so that
as his nose follows your hand, his neck will be directly
in front of you. Thus the horse is in position for
the catch. Finally, flatten your hand so that the horse

will not bite off your fingers, and, at the same time,
ease your right hand with rope or belt over his neck.
Meet the rope on the opposite side with your other
hand, and you have captured the prize.

You are now ready to “saddle
up” for the ride. The horse realizes
that he has been caught, and it is
not likely that he will present much
opposition. Lead him to a tree or a

fence post and proceed to put on
the bridle. He may balk at this and
shake his head, but simply “click”
your teeth and prod him with
friendly words while you persist in
knocking the bit on his teeth. He

will soon get the idea: you are
master of the situation.
The saddle blanket is the next

ing to lash him with a cat-o-ninetails; horses are very suspicious.
For the same reason do not use

quick or sweeping motions while
working around them.
Now place the saddle on the
blanket. Shake the saddle to be
sure that it is squarely on the
horse’s back. If you are on the
correct side, that is the left side

tight around him. This loose cinch

could cause the saddle to slip;
therefore, while you are tightening
the cinch, give the horse a few

good slaps around the chest area.
These slaps tickle him and cause
him to exhale, thus permitting you
to pull the cinch to a safe tightness.

of the horse, you may then throw

At last the big moment has come.
Hold the reins with your left hand

the cinch. As you execute this last
maneuver, the horse problably will

your left boot into the stirrup,

up the stirrup and being to fasten

concen. After you have checked

inhale and hereby expand his

that there are no burrs on the
blanket, hold it near the horse’s
head a few seconds. In this way
he will know that you are not go-

stomach so that when you have
finished securing the cinch, he will
have some extra room after exhaling, and the cinch will not be very

on the saddle horn, slip the toe of
swing your right leg over, and hear
the glorious squeak of saddle leather beneath you. Enjoy the thrill of
an invigorating ride on a happy,
contented horse.

Gregorian Chant--A History
(Continued from Page 20)

technical abilities of the particular
performers expected to execute
them. For the liturgy to have cut
all melodies to the same length
whether for soloist, choir or congregation would have been artistic-

many details. The modal system of

The second criticsm was directed against the treatment of the
text by the chant. The critics spoke
of the “barbarism” of the chant because it did not conform to the

the chant was attacked because the
chant names for modes did not
correspond to the Greek names for
the same modes. In fact the Church
modes were not the same as the
Greek modes. The critics did not
realize that the Church modes
have their own theoretical structure and are in no sense merely an
imperfect imitation of Greek

quantity of the syllables of the text.
Eessentially, this was a criticism of

modes. Much less did they understand that the Gregorian melodies

Church Latin as against Classical

had grown up without the theoreti-

ally false.

Latin.
The

cal
third

criticism

embraced

structure

of

modes— that

Church modes were a later effort

to fit theory to an already existing
body of melodies.
The remarkable thing about the
whole process of decadence and
criticism is that throughout it all
the Church authorities never lost
sight of the original ideals of the
chant, but clung to the tradition
although they did recognize that

the tradition was by now distorted. There were frequent efforts at
reform. In the twelfth and _thirteenth centuries of Cistercians and

Dominicans undoubtedly brought
matters to a head because of their
strong movement to ban all music

except Gregorian Chant from the
liturgy.
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Terry

frightened him. The door to room
916 was open. The lights were out.
Only the cranks of the hospital bed

protruded

Callista finds love

at first sight.

Thomas Wesselkamper, S.M.

from

the

antiseptic

white screen next to the bed. Terry
moved impulsively toward the
door, caught himself just in time.
No! Absolutely not! He was not going to stick his nose into that room.
It was none of his business. What
difference did it make if someone
in that room was crying. It was
none of his business. Besides, he
was already ten minutes late. It
just was not any of his business.

“She’s very pretty,” he thought
@ Hospitals smell. It’s not a describable smell. They just smell like
hospitals. Terry didn’t like the
smell of hospitals. In fact he didn’t
like hospitals. The only reason he
was in the hospital at all was to
visit a sick friend. This in itself
was very unusual
—for him. Terry

very seldom bothered with things
like that. Even then he wasn’t sure
why he had come. Perhaps it was

just to get out of the house for
a while, to do something different.
“Dr. Kilveski, Dr.
Kilveski,
please report to surgery.”
The sugar-coated voice of the
hospital page jerked Terry to attention. He began to walk more rapidly toward the end of the hall and
the elevators. His watch said four-

thirty, which meant that it was

probably four-forty. His watch was
always slow. Sometime he would

have to have it fixed. It was a very
good watch. His folks had given it
to him when he graduated from
State.

The days at State were good
days. They were happy days. He
had fallen in love. They wanted to
be married. Her name was Joyce.
Then the war came. Each promised to wait. Terry went into the
Navy. For four years he served, by

as he stepped around the screen,
though he only could see that lower half of her face. Her eyes were
covered with what seemed to be

miles of gauze. “Hi!” Terry tried
to make his voice smile. The girl
choked on a half-finished sob. She
sniffed twice.
“Hi!” She sniffled again.
“Well, that ends that.” Terry
thought. “What’s such a beautiful

princess doing so much crying for?
Nothing could be as bad as all
that.” “He hoped that nothing
could.
“I’m lonesome. Nobody's been to
see me in four days.” She sniffled
again.

“Well, I’m here. ’m somebody.”
Her mouth smiled. “What's your
name, Mister Somebody?”
Terry hesitated. “Some people
call me Terry.”
“I like it. Terry. It sounds nice.
Friendly. Like you.” She laughed.
“What's your name, princess?”
“Callista.”
He grimaced. It was a good
thing that her eyes were bandaged.
“That's a nice name. It means

the time three of them were over
Joyce was married.

something, Did you know that?”

Terry jumped again. This time it
was not the sugar-coated voice, but

It was the first interest she had
shown.

“Does it? What does it mean?”

the sound of very soft crying. A

“In Greek it means ‘the most

very small child or a woman. He
didn’t like women who cried. They

beautiful woman’.” He felt. proud

24

himself.

“The most beautiful woman. The
most beautiful woman. I never
knew that. I always thought it was
an ickey name. My uncle thinks so,
too. He’s the one who hasn’t been
to see me. I guess he’s too busy. I
don’t have any father or mother
any more. My uncle is all the relatives I have. He’s awful good to
me, I guess. He paid for my operation and everything.” She sniffled.

“Your operation was a success?”
“No.”

;

“Me and my big mouth.” Terry

thought in the awkward silence
that followed. He had to change
the subject. Fast.
He didn’t have to. Callista started to speak before he could. She
began slowly and her words became an avalanche. “Terry, I’m aw-

ful lonely. You're the first person
besides the nurses whom I’ve spoken to in days. They're nice and all
that, but with them it’s different.

It's their job. They have to take

care of me, and feed me, and be
nice to me. But youre different

from the nurses. (Terry felt himself smiling.) You just came in
here because you're nice. I never
met a man like you before. But
now in a few minutes youl leave
and I'll never see you again. Terry,
Terry, please! I never had a boyfriend. The boys always thought I
was ugly because I wore such
thick glasses. They used to call me
telescope-eyes. They all laughed at
me. Terry, before you go will you
kiss me, just once? Please.”
At the door stood the white-robed nun in charge of the floor. Terry
pressed his finger to his lips, but
she would have said nothing. She
had heard the girl's plea. Terry’s
eyes met the eyes of the tall nun,
eyes that begged him to give the
girl the small favor she asked. He
hestitated. His hands were cold.

Slowly he bent down and kissed
her with all the warmth and tenderness he could.

“Terry, Terry, thank you!”
That night when he returned to
his rectory, Fr. Terence was un-

usually quiet and thoughtful.
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